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Dust Bowl Wedlock
A wake in wave of tall grass
ebbs as gently as newsprint
coiled around last year’s
harvest. Mud and horsehair
shredded foundation
falls like cloth and dawns
the barn abandoned. Or
a marriage split by blistered
dusk, chalked dew and Do
yourself a favor. Warped
sashes splintered the view
of a quiet paper grass sea.
teeth whitened; they gleamed like polished marble.  The old man was so 
clearly, so palpably happy.  He wouldn’t remember my mistake with the 
CD, only that I’d been helpful and supportive on his wedding day.  I’d 
pack up the CD player and stash it in Dad’s car after the music finished.  I 
wanted a glass of wine.  I stood up straight and smiled.  Yes, I agreed with 
some passing well-wisher, it was a lovely ceremony, a beautiful evening 
after all.
